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The . night was bright with stars.
"Bright as day, Isn't It?" Because her
volco was curt, and she had not used
lis name, the rising Inflection helped
a little I Hateful, to stumble over n
rut In the road 1 Of course, he'd make

"2ier take his nrm 1 Of course 1

Rlckard grasped her elbow. She
talked along, her head high, her
cheeks flaming, nngcr surging through

at his touch.
Stupid to press this

this awkward silence on her. If ho
thought she was going to entertain
him, as Gcrty did, with her swift chat-
ter, he'd be surprised 1 Any other two
people would fall Into easy

but what could she, Innes Hnr-
dln, find to chatter about with this
man stalking along, grimly grasping
3icr arm? Close as they were, his touch
reminding her every minute, between
them walked her brother and her
'brother's wife and there was the
.Mexican hateful memory I Of course
she could not bo casual. And she
would not force It. He had brought
this about. Let him talk, then I

Oppressive that silence. Then It
came to her that she would ask him
the question that his coming had abort-
ed. A glance at his face found him
emlllng. lie found It amusing? Not
for worlds, then, would she speak. And
they stalked along. she
iind pulled herself nway from him. lie
took her hand and put It In the crotch
of his arm. "That's better," he said.
She wondered If he were still smiling.

Their path led by his tent. Neither
of them noticed n subdued light
through tho canvas walls. As they
reached the place a figure darted from
the door.

"Oh, senOf, I thought you would
aiever come." It was tho wife of Mnl-lonad- o.

Her expression was lost on
Innes. The face was quivering with
terror.

"Mr. Rlckard," Innes' words llko
dclcles, "I will leave you here. It Is
iulte unnecessary to come farther."
3ulto unveiled her meaning I

It came so quickly that he was not
ready; nor Indeed had Gerty's Innuen-
does yet reached him. But the situation
was uncomfortable. Ho turned sharp-
ly to the Mexican.

"Come In," he took her roughly by
the arm. She would wake-u- the camp
with her crying. He put her in n chair.
"Now tell your story." Tho woman
3iad got to be a nuisance. He couldn't
iliave her coming around like this. Ho
Had seen that look In the girl's eyes
""Murdered? Who did you say was
murdered?"

She lifted a face, frightened Into
liaggardness. "Maldonado and tho
.girl."

The night was stripped to the trag-
edy. "You found them?"

ner face was lifted imploringly to
ldm. "Olr, scnor, it was not I. By tho
.Mother of Christ, It was not I."

Rlckard was not sure. Her fear
made him suspect her. "Who was It,
.you think?"

"Felipe," she gasped. "He got away
from tho rurales he came back. He
went home thero was no one there.
Some one told him where she had
gone. He came to Maldonado's. Lu- -

crezla, tho eldest, opened the gate. Ho
svns terrible, sho said. Ho rushed past
Iher. And when ho came out his hands
were red. Tho children heard cries.

'They were afraid to go in. I got thero
last night. I went in. They were not
qulto cold I was afraid to stny. It
would look llko me, senor. Will they
take me, senor?" She was a wreck
of terror.

"Not If what you tell me Is true.
Vow, get to bed. I'll give you some-
thing that will make you sleep." Ho
hustled her out and prepared the
draught

He wondered as he got Into bod as
to the truth of her story. Disgusting,
ouch animal terror 1 Awkward hole,
that. Fato seemed possessed to queer
him with those Hardln3 !

CHAPTER XXVIII.

A Discovery.
The murder of Maldonado shook the

camp next morning. Three rurales, In
brilliant trappings, rodo up to Rick-rd'- s

ramndn. 'The leader, entering
tho ofllce, announced that they were
on tho track of a criminal, the mur-
derer of a rurale, Maldonndo. Ho was
an Indian named Felipe. He repeated
the story Itlckard had heard before.
Would the senor glvo his respected
(permission for notices to be posted
mbout tho camp? A description of tho
Indian, a reward for his capture; tho
fnvor would be Inestimable.

Itlckard saw tho notice later that
jday. It was nailed to tho back plat-tfor- m

of tho Palmyra. Ho was on Mar-
shall's trail, his chief having failed to
feeep an appointment with him. They
rrere to test the gate Unit afternoon;
Marshall was returning soon to Tuc-ao- n.

iltickard turned back toward camp,
deep In thought; so Intent that a sharp
cry had lost Its echo beforo the Import
came to him. Ho stopped, hearing run
wing stops' behind him. Innes Hardin
was loping up the bank like a young

eor, with terror ii her ejes.

"Mr. Itlckard 1" she cried. "Mr.
Itlckard 1"

She was trembling, ner fright had
flushed her; cheek to brow was glow-

ing with stnrtlcd blood. He saw an
odd flash of startling beauty, tho veil
of tan torn off by her emotion. Tho
wave of her terror caught him. Ho
put out his hand to steady her. She
stood recovering herself, regaining her
spent breath, itlckard remembered
that this was the first time he had seen
her since tho murder of Maldonado,
since tho meeting with the Mexican
woman at Ills tent. "What was it
frightened you?"

"The Indian, the murderer. Just as
they describe him on those notices. I
must have fallen asleep. I'd been
rending. I heard a noise in the brush
and there wns his face staring at me."
Her breath was still uneven. "I
screamed and ran. Silly to bo so
scared."

He started toward the willows, but
sho grabbed his sleeve. "Oh, don't."
She flushed, thinking to meet the quiz-

zical smile, but his eyes were grave.
He, too, had had his fright. They stood
staring at each other. "I'm afraid "
sho completed. How he would despise
her cowardice I But she could not let
him know that her fear had been for
him !

He was looking at her. Suppose any-

thing had happened to her I He had a
minute of nausea. If that brute had
hurt her and then he knew how It
was with him I

Ho looked at her gravely. Of course,
lie had known It a long time. It was
true. She was going to belong to him.
If thnt brute had hurt her!

She shrank under his gravity; this
was something she did not understand.
They were silent, walking toward tho
encampment. Rlckard did not care to
talk. It was not the time; and ho had
been badly shaken. Innes wns tremu-
lously conscious of tho palpitating si-

lence. She fluttered toward giddy
speech. Her walk thnt day, Mr. Itlck-
ard! Sho had heard that water had
started to flow down the old river bed ;

she had wanted to see it, nnd there
was no one to go with her. Her sen-
tence broke off. The look he had
turned on her was so dominant, so ten-

der. Amused at her giddiness, and
yet loving her! Loving her! They
were silent again.

"You won't go off alone, again." ne
had not asked It, nt parting. His in-

flection demanding it of her, was of
ownership. Sho did not meet his eyes.

Later, when she was lying on her
bed, face downward, routed, she tried
to analyze that possessive challenge of
his gaze, but It eluded words. She
summoned her pride, but the meaning
called her, sense and mind and soul
of her. It cried to her: "I, Casey
Rlckard, whom your brother hates,
once the lover of Gerty Holmes, I am
the mate for you. And I'm going to
come nnd take you some day. Some
day, when I have tlraol"

Oh, yes, she was angry with him;
she had some pride. "Why didn't ho
tell me then?" she cried In n warm tu-
mult to her pillow. "For I would have
given him his answer. I had time,

Godfrey Blew Into Camp.

nmple time, to tell him that It wus
not true." For she wanted a different
sort of lover, not a second-han- d dis
card ; but ono who belonged all to her-
self ; ono who would woo, not tnkc her
with that strange sure look of his.
"You'll bo waiting when I come." Ah,
sho would not, Indeed! Sho would
show him!

And then she lay qulto still with her
hand over her heart. Sho would be
waiting when ho came for her I Bo
cause, though llfo had brought them
together so roughly, so tactlessly had
muddled things, yet sho knew. Sho
would bo waiting for him I

Beforo he had left her, Rlckard had
followed a swift Impulse. Those bronze
lamps averted still? Was sho remcra
boring last night? No mistake like
that should rest between them. Ho
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must set that straight. That much he
allowed himself. Until his work wns
done. But sho knew sho had seen
how It was with him!

"I wonder if you would help me,
Miss Hardin? Would you do some-
thing for that poor crazed woman?
I wanted to ask Mrs. Hardin, but for
some reason I've got Into her black
books. Just the little kindness ono
woman can give another. A man finds
It difficult. And these Mexican wom-
en don't understand u man's friend-
ship."

Her eyes met his squarely. His tan-
talizing smile had gone. He was mak-
ing a demand of her to believe him,
his request his defense. The glances,
of yellow eyes nnd gray, met with n
shock, nnd the world was chnnged for
both. Life, with its many glad voices,
was calling to senses nnd spirit, the
girl's still rebellious, the man's sure.

Rlckard put out his hand. "Good-
night I" To both, It carried tho sound
of "I love you 1" She put her hand In
ids, then tore her fingers away, furi-
ous with them for clinging. Where
was her pride? When he had time!
She fled Into her tent.

Neither of them hnd seen Gcrty
Hardin watching them from her tent
door.

CHAPTER XXIX.

A Glimpse of Freedom.
Tho siding was deserted. The Pal-

myra had run out to Tuscon. Marshall
had gone without apprehension. They
did not expect now to have setbacks,
to have to extend the time set for the
ultimate diversion. Tho days were
flowing like oil. The encampment wns
filling up with visitors, newspaper men
who came to report the spectacular
capture of the river.

Rickard's day badly begun, piled up
with vexations. By sundown, he was
wot to the skin, and mad as a sick Ari-
zona cat.

In this jaundiced juncture, Mac-Lea-

Jr., brought down his dispatches
to the river. He read of the burning
of a tralnload of railroad tics. Rlckard
swore.

"Anything else pleasant?"
"A letter from the governor from

dad." MacLean read that his father
begged a small favor of Rlckard.

"Godfrey, the celebrated English
tenor, is on my hands. His doctors
have been advising outdoor occupa-
tion. I am sending him to you, ask
ing you to give him any job you may
have. Ho is willing to do anything.
Put him at something to keep him oc-

cupied."
MacLean saw Rickard's face turn

red. "Suffering cats! A worn-ou- t
opera singer! What sort of an opera
does he think we're giving down here?
Why doesn't he send me u fur coat, or
a pair of girl twins? Glvo tho tenor
a rolol Anything else? Pile It all
on."

"Oh, nnd ono from Godfrey himself.
ne's In Los Angeles, no says he'll be
hero tomorrow." Ho did not wait for
his chief's reply.

At the supper table, Rlckard, dry
and In restored humor, alluded to the
invasion of high notes. "Pity the parts
are all assigned! Tho only vacancy
Is in tlie kitchen. I wonder how he
would like to bo understudy to Ling I"

Tho next day when the incident had
been forgotten, and while Rlckard was
up at tho Crossing on tho concrete
gate, Godfrey blew into camp. Ho
wns like a boy out on a lark. His
brown eyes were dancing over tho ad
venture. He explored tho camp and
came back bubbling.

"It's tho biggest I ever saw. But say,
Junior, that's what they call you,
isn't It? I'm the only idle man here.
Cnn't you give me something to do?
I'll do anything. I'd llko tho boss to
find me busy when ho comes In."

MacLean softened tho offer. Perhaps
until Mr. Godfrey learned tho ropes ho
could bo of general use. They were
short-hande- d tho present moment
thero was another hesitation In tho
kitchen ! Ling, tho Chinese cook, wns
overcrowded so many visitors

"Great," crowed Godfrey, slapping
him on tho shoulder. "I don't want to
feel in tho way. I want to earn my
board. Lead mo to tho cook!"

Thnt evening, tho dinner wns helped
on its way by tho best-pai- d singer of
England. In an npron, borrowed of
Ling, lie was "having the time of his
life." Ling, pretending to scold, hnd
boon won Immediately. Itlckard, henr- -
Ing of tho jolly advent, forgot his vex-
ation, nnd Immediately on his return
made his way to the mcsqutt lnclosuro

to greet tho friend of George Mac-Lea- n.

After dinner, MacLean carried off
ids prize to tho Delta, where Godfrey
earned his welcome. Gcrty Hardin, for-
got to flirt with tho engineers; she
had discovered n new sensation. The
wonderful volco twisted her heart-
strings; It told her that tho heart that
has truly loved never forgets, nnd sho
knew that she could never have really
loved, yet, because tho youth in her
veins was whispering to her that shu
could still forget. Godfrey saw a mo-bll- o

plaintive face turned up to ilie
gibbous moon ; ho swept it with thrills
and flushes. Sho was n wonderful nu- -

dlence ; sho wuu ulso hla orchestra, tho

woman with the plaintive eyes. He
plnycd on her expressions as though
sho were a harp.

Later, he was presented to Mrs.
Hardin. Sho told him that tho camp
would no longer bo dull ; that she had
tea every afternoon In her rnmada.
She convicted him archly of British-hoo-

"She knew ho must have his
tea !"

"You Amerlcnn women are tho won-

ders of the world 1 Nothing daunts you.
In tho desert, and you glvo afternoon
tens. I'll be there every day!"

Ho gave her open admiration; sho
looked young and wistful In her soft
flpwlng mulls, the moonlight helping
her. She fell into a delicious flurry of
nerves and excitement Later, sho
wandered with him from a rudo gaping
world Into a heaven of silvered decks
and gleaming waters. He told her of
himself, of his loneliness; his music
had dropped him to self-pit-

Gerty Hardin heurd her bars drop
behind her. She snatched her first
glimpse of freedom.

CHAPTER XXX.

Tho Dragon Scores.
The Palmyra was once again on Its

siding. Marshall was nt the front
again; having made another of his
swift dashes from Tucson. This time
he expected officially to close the gate.
Claudia was with him. She never left
the car, unless it were to step out to
the platform to see what she could
from there of tho river work.

Hardin and Rlckard had been devot-
ing anxious weeks. A heavy rainfall
and cloudburst In the mountains of
northern Arizona had swollen tho feed-
ers of the Gila river which roared
down to the Colorado abovo Yuma.
The eroding strenms carried moun-
tains in solution which settled against
the gate, a scour starting above and
below It Relief had to be given on
the jump. A spur track was rushed
across tho by-pa- above the gate, as
the closing of tho d gate with
the flashboards was no longer possible.
A rock-fil- l was the only means of
closure. In tho distant quarries men
were digging out rock to fill the call
from the river.

Marshall came down to see the com
pleted spur. Beforo ho reached the
Intake, tho first rock train had moved
onto tho spur track. The trestle had
settled, tho train had been thrown
from the rails and wrecked.

Marshall came In from the damaged
trestle, bringing Rlckard and Crothers.
Mrs. Mnrshall had Invited Innes Har-dl- n

to dine with them. Innes fell to
flushing, and chilling, as a llthc-mus-cle- d

figure came directly to her. His
eyes where was the look she had
feared, of possessive tenderness? The
qulzzlcnl gleam was gone. On guard!
A solemn business, loving, when you
know that It means life! On guard,
though, to her! Sho pulled her fin-

gers from his strong lingering clasp,
and joined Mrs. Marshall.

Rlckard had his soldier look on. Sho
was watching him covertly as he
talked with his host and Crothers, as
though she were not there; as though
something were not waiting for him to
claim. How could he bo talking, ob-

livious of everything else In tho world
except the river? Was that loving?
Could sho think of anything elso when
ho wus In tho same room with her?
Ho was a soldier of the modern army.
It came to her, a sort of tender divi
nation, that ho would not divide his
thoughts, even with her, with love, un-
til his bnttlo wns won. Well, couldn't
sho understand that? What her accu-
sation against Gerty? Sex honor
keep off the track! Wasn't that her
own notion? Oughtn't sho to bo proud
of him?

She had brought a nest of waspish
thoughts tumbling about her ears.
Gerty! no had loved Gerty. He
couldn't love her, If his thoughts had
ever lingered, with that same serious-l- y

solemn look on the false little face
of her slster-ln-Ia-

After dinner they were stnntllng In
tho shade of tho Palmyra. It was a
soft still afternoon. Tho fierceness of
the savage desert had melted to her
days of lure. Beyond, the turbid wa-
ters of the Colorado bore a smlllug sur-
face. There was nothing to hint of
treachery.

It was a minute of pleasant lassi-
tude, snatched from tho turmoil. Rlck-
ard had succumbed to tho softness of
tho day and his mood. Ho was enjoy-
lng tho thought of Innes' nearness,
though sho kept her face turned from
him. He know by tho persistence of
thoso averted eyes that sho was as
acutely conscious of his presence as ho
was, rcstfully, of hers. Deliberately,
ho wns prolonging tho Instant.

A stir on tho river had caught tho
alert cyo of Tod Marshall. He swore
tt string of picturesque Marshalllnn
oaths. Rickard's eyes jumped toward
the by-pas- Tho placid waters had
suddenly buckled. Mnjestlcally tho
gate roao and went out. Months of
work swept away I Tho gate drifted
u hundred feet or more. Somo unseen
obstruction caught It there, to mock
nt tho labors of man.

Innes, aghast, turned toward Rlck
ard. His fuco was expressionless
There was a babel of excited voices

behind them, Bodcfcldt, MacLean,
Tony, Crothers, Bangs, all talking nt
once. Her eyes demanded something
of Rlckard. A fierce resentment rose
against his calmness. "Ho knew It,"
sho rebelled. "He's been expecting
this to happen. It's no tragedy to
hlml" Thero wns a stab as of physi-
cal pain ; sho wns visualizing tho blow
to Tom.

Sho heard Marshall's voice, speak-
ing to Rlckard. "Well, you're rendy
for this." Sho did not hear the an-
swer, for already Rlckard was heading
for the by-pas- Marshall and the
young engineers followed him.

To Innes that wreck down yonder
was worse than fnllure; It was ruin.
It Involved Tom's life. It was his life.
This would be the final crushing of his
superb courage her thoughts released
from their paralysis were whipped by
sudden fear. She must find him, be
with him. The next Instant sho was
speeding toward tho encampment

Estrada met her on the run.
Had Gerty heard? The pity that

sho must know ! She would not be ten-

der to Tom; her pride would be

Rlckard Was Heading for the By-Pas- s.

wounded. Sho must ask her to bo ten-

der, generous. Her footsteps slack-
ened as she came In sight of the tents.

She heard voices In the rnmada, a
man's clear notes mingling with Ger
ty's childish treble. "Godfrey!" Her
mind jumped to other tete-a-tete- s. Of
course 1 So that was what was going
on. And she not seeing! If not one
man, then another 1 Horrid little clan-
destine affairs 1

The meeting was awkward. Speed
ily Innes got rid of tho news. Mrs.
Hardin shrugged. "I bellevo I'll go
out." Plaintively, sho mado tho an
nouncement, as though It were Just
evolved. "Now, the camp will bo hor-
rid. Everybody will bo cross and
everybody will bo working."

As sho left the tent beyond, Innes
could hear the vibrant voice of God-
frey persuading Mrs. Hnrdln to stay
thero a few weeks longer. She could
hear him say, "This will delay the turn
ing of tho river at the most but n few
weeks. RIcknrd told me so a week ago
And think what It would bo here with-ou-

you I"
"They were all expecting it!" resist

ed Innc3 Hnrdln. She turned back to
ward the river. Sho must find Tom.

CHAPTER XXXI.

A Sunday Spectacle.
Trouble with the tribes was well

grown beforo It wns recognized. Dis-
affection wns ripe, the bucks were
heady, tho white man's sliver acting
like wine. Few of tho braves had
dreamed of ever possessing sums of
money such as they drew down each
Sunday morning. Rlckard began to
suspect liquor again. In the Indian
camp Sundoy was a day of feasting,
followed by n gorged sleep; tho next
day ono of languor, of growing Inco-hcslon- .

Rlckard spoke of It to Coronol.
"Like small baby," hunched tho old

shoulders. "Happy baby. Pretty soon
stop."

With tho next wages went a reprl
mnnd, then a warning. Still followed
bad Mondnys. Rlckard then Issued a
formal warning to all tho tribes.

"Tho situation with tho Indians is
serious," said Rlckard to MacLean.

"Thoy'ro getting liquor In here, somo
way, tho Lord only knows how. Any
way, they'ro not fit for burning Mon-
day morning. 1'vo just sent them word
by Coroncl that It's got to quit, or they
do."

"Supposo they do?" MacLean was
startled. Not an Indian could bo
spared nt that stugo of tho game.

"Bluff!" Rlckard c't up. "They
won't tako tho chunco of losing that
money. I'm off now to tho Crossing,
I'll Icavo you In chargo here."

Tho next morning Wooster broke In
to tho rnmada whero MacLeuu sat
clicking his typewriter.

"Everything's up, Rickard's done It

now. Sent some nIMlrcd, lndepenuont
kindergarten orders to tho Indians.
Says they have to be In bed by ten
o'clock, or somo such hour on Satur-
day and Sunday nights. It's n strike,
their answer. That's what his monkey-
ing has brought down on us."

"They're not going to quit?"
"They've sent word they won't work

on Mondnys, nnd they will go to bed
when they choose Saturday nights.
Losing ono day a week! We can't
stand for that Luck's been playing
into his hands, but this will show him
op. Thls'll show Marshall his pet
clerk. Tell Casey there'll be no In-

dians tomorrow." Ho sputtered an-gri- ly

out of tho office.
Rlckard seemed pleased when Mac- -

Lean made tho announcement a few
hours later.

His secretary was weighing him.
"What do you intend to do about It?"

"Call their bluff," grinned Casey,
showing teeth tobacco had not had a
chance to spoil. "Boycott them."

MacLean found Wooster at the rlVer- -
bank with Tom Hardin. Tho two men
were watching n pile-driv- set n re-
bellious pile. Two new trestles wero
to supplement the one which had been
bent out of lino by tho weight of set-
tling drift Marshall's plan was being
followed, though jeered nt by reclama
tion men and tho engineers of the D.
R. company.

"Stop tho mattress weaving nnd
dump like belli" had been his orders.

"Boycott tho Indians, well I'm
blowed," tho beady eyes sparkled at
Hardin. "Now he's cut his own
throat."

"By tho eternnll" swore Hardin.
MacLean left tho two engineers match-
ing oaths.

There was an ominous quiet the next
day. Not an Indian offered to work at
tho river. A few stolid bucks came to
their tasks on Tuesday morning; they
were told by Rlckard himself that
there was no work for mem. Rlckard
appeared Ignorant of the antagonism
of tho engineers.

An unfathered rumor started that
Rlckard was In with tho Reclamation
Service men ; that he wanted the work
to fall; to be adopted by the Service.
MacLean broke a lance or two against
tho absurd slander, no was making
the discovery that n man's friendship
for a man may bo deeper than a man's
love for a woman. Ho was a Rlckard
man. Ho was made to feel tho re
proach of It

Wednesday not an Indian reported.
Coronel passed from camp to camp,
his advice unpopular. Scouts sent out
to watch the work on Uie river, report--
ed It was crippled. The white man
would be sending for tho Indian soon.
Tho waiting braves sat on their
haunches, grinning and smoking their
pipes.

Saturday night tho camp went
gloomily to bed. On the Indian sldo
thero was no revel, no feasting or
dancing.

Rlckard did not turn In untif after
midnight, planning alternatives. He
was sleeping hard when MacLean, at
dawn, dashed Into his tent

"Quick, what does this mean?"
It was a splendid spectacle, and

staged superbly. For background, tho
sharp-edge- d mountains flushing to
pinks and purples --gainst a one-hue- d

sky; the river-growt- h of the old chan-
nel uniting them, blotting out miles of
desert Into a flat scene. On tho op
posito bank of tho New r'"er, flvo
hundred strong, lined up formidably,
their faces grotesque and ferocious
with paint, were the seven tribes. Tho
sun's rays glinted up from their fire-
arms, shotguns, revolvers, into a mot-
ley of defiance 1 Cocopahs, with
streaming hair, blanketed Navajos,
short-haire- d Plmas, thoso In front rein-
ing In their silent pinto ponies, and all
motionless, silent In that early morn-
ing light

"What docs It mean?" whispered,
MacLean. Rlckard did not answer. Ho
had one nauseous instant as he looked
toward Innes' tent. Then ho broko Into
laughter.

"Sec, tho whlto horse, no, In front "
"By jove," MacLean slapped his

thigh. "Coronel! They had mo buf-
faloed. What do you think it Is?"

Rlckard stepped out Into tho wash
of morning air and waved a solemn
salute across tho river. Gravely It
was returned by Coronel.

"What docs It mean?" demanded
MacLean.

"It means we've won," chuckled hla
chief, coming bncic into his tent.

An hour later Coronel led in a picked
group of tho tribes. If tho whlto chief;
would recall tho boycott tho Monday
strike was over. Tho whlto man's all.'
ver had won.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

"Out of the Mouths of Babes."
Willie, to tnlkatlvo caller "Well,

now that you'vo come, I supposo I shall
have to go for tho doctor." 'Talkntlvo
Caller "Why, Wllllo?" Willie "Fathw
er says you always make him 111!"

Dream Tears.
Far better to dream of crying than

of laughter, for tears In n dream mean!
Joy and merriment In real life; whllo
laughter, when It Is dream laughter,
presages difficult clrvumstaucoa,


